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| never woulda thought my first smutty fic with this pair would feature sub!Dave, but it just serves to prove 


that we'll never know for sure until we get there. Hope itll be enjoyed, regardless of the non-dominant master. 
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The hair would be his undoing. Long, strawberry blonde cork screw curls bouncing across the redhead's broad, 
strong shoulders. Cascading around them like a waterfall of golds, reds and oranges. It was rare to get him like 
this, willing to spread his legs and be taken as he was almost always the dominant part, fucking David so hard 

the boy could barely walk straight the next day. But that was just the way the smaller man liked it, rough and 
quick. 


Though David had to admit it was almost better when he was the one getting to take Dave, because there was 
this submissive air about the redhead that he imagined no one else got to see. In the matter of seconds, the 
snarling beast of a man turned into the softest kitten Sure, it was near impossible to actually get the man on 
his back, but as long as he was inside him, the younger didn't particularly care. 


Arching his back, the redhead let out a strangled groan, his constant movements driving his companion crazy 
as he raised up on taut, straining but strong thighs and dropped down to sheat the other's aching cock within 
himself. This caused the younger man to dig his fingernails into the older's hips, the tender white skin breaking 


and leaving tiny crescent moon marks of crimson. 


Knowing his back would be a bitch hurting like hell in the morning after this romp on the floor, the boy did his 
best to block that thought out, focusing not on the strain of rough floorboards against his shoulders and ass. 
Focusing not on the tangled mass of jeans around his ankles that prevented him from gaining full ability to 
move as he wished. Focusing not against the harsh surface against the back of his head. He was young, he 


could take it. Any price would be worth it. 


David's chocolate eyes were open, fathomless pits of lust hooded by heavy lids, and framed by dark lashes as 
he was intent on watching his partner, knowing it wouldn't last long when the pace picked up, hips bucking to 
meet the rise and falls with thrusts of his own. The knot of fire in his groin was growing warmer and settling 
between his legs until that was all he could feel and focus on, the pulses going through him like tidal waves. 
Damn, he was close now. Shuddering, David rolled his hips to aim just right, earning a hitched breath and a 
grunt as Dave shuddered and wriggled on his lap. 


The bassist wanted to make it last, these moments were so far and few between he could likely count them on 
one hand. He wanted to savour it, although that proved to be exceedingly difficult. The sight of Dave with his 
back arched, head tipping backwards to reveal the column of his throat was indeed very arousing. David moved 
his hands upwards to pinch those pink, stiff nipples as he ran his palms across the fuzzy, firm chest. 


The boy forced himself to keep his eyes open, refusing to shut them and miss out on this rareity. The 
redhead's hazel eyes were screwed tightly shut, a small scowl dug into his forehead that made his nose cringe. 
His mouth hanging open to stretch this plump, kiss swollen lips and reveal the tiniest hint of white teeth along 
with a warm, wet tongue. His pale, freckled cheeks were tinted pink by a flush caused by equal amounts of 
strain and pleasure. A sheen of sweat made his milky white skin glisten, dampened his bangs and made stray 
orange curls stick to his face, made his body look frail 


Fuck, he was beautiful like this. David had almost forgotten how beautiful since last time, his eyes dropping for 
a moment to watch the way Dave's hand was intently moving up and down his cock, matching the rhythm set. 
It stopped only for a moment to rub at the fat tip, smearing the pooling pre-cum along the sensitive head. 


Damn, he was going to come. He was going to come now. 


Looking up again, David did his best to hold off the orgasm he could already feel building and racing through his 
veins. He focused his now blurred vision on those curls again, watching them dance across sweat soaked skin, 
watching them stick to it. The boy felt like he was going to suffocate, but it was a sweet suffocation. Grabbing 
those narrow hips again, the smaller man let his hands go to the taller's ass, giving the firm globes a soft 
squeeze before helping to slam his friend down hard. It was all he need, buried deep within the increcible 


tightness only Dave could offer, his toes curled and he trembled from head to toe as he released himself. 


It only took seconds before the older man followed him over the edge, biting down on his bottom lip hard 


enough to draw blood, thighs quaking uncontrollably as white strings of cum rained across David's bare chest, 
leaving glistening stripes of white. The redhead remained in that position for a while, his frame sagging slighty, 
his body shivering from the aftershocks. His head was hanging with his chin against his chest, strawberry 


blonde mane concealing that handsome, masculine face. 


David savoured the feel of the other man as long as he could, breathed in the scent of sex, musk and sweat 
that filled the small room while struggling to catch air. He drew shaky, ragged breaths, watery eyes still intent 
on studying the redhead. Through the heavy tang he could smell Dave's own scent, sweet but strong. 


After a few more short moments, Dave carefully dismounted and rolled off of the younger man, lying on his 
back next to him with his arms and legs spread out, hazel eyes that were still dilated staring at the gray 
ceiling. The boy turned his head to look at him, fond but concerned eyes scrutinizing the side of the older 
man's stoic face. He couldn't read Dave, but he wished it was possible. He always wished he could know what 
went on behind those eyes. Hesitantly, he stretched out a gentle hand to take the redhead's lacing their fingers 
while pushing the now wet fringe out of his face. 


The older man flinched notably at the touch but didn't pull away. Instead he simply squeezed the other's hand 
right back. But as he didn't look, distraught by what just transpired, he missed the hopeful smile that crept 


onto David's lips. 


